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Printed for Jacob Tonſon, within Gray Im Gate next 


A 


Upon the Late 
Glorious Succeſles 


O F 


Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Right Honourable the 


EARL of GODOLPHIN 


— 


Extremum rediiſſe pudet. 


Tl 


LOND 0 N: 


Grays-Inn Lane. 1707. 


Her MA FESALY 5 Arms, Sr: 


Lord High-Treaſurer of ENG LAND. | 
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ON THE LATE 


Glorious Succeſles, &c. 


Humbly Inſcrib d to the Right Honourable the 


LORD TREASURER 


HILE Kingsand Nations on thy Counſels wait, 
And ANNA truſts to thee the Britiſb State; 
While Fame, to thee, from evry Foreign Coaſt, 

Flies with the News of Empires won and loſt, 

Relates whate er her buſie Eyes beheld, 

And tells the Fortune of each bloody Field; 

While, with officious Duty, Crowds attend, 

To hail the Labours of thy God-like Friend, 

Vouchſafe the Muſes humbler Joy to hear, 

For Sacred Numbers ſhall be ſtill thy Care, 

Tho' mean the Verſe, tho' lowly be the Strain, 


Tho' leaſt regarded be the Mule, of all the tuneful Train, 
Yet 
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Let riſe, neglected Nymph, avow thy Fame, 
Aſſert th inſpiring God, and greatly aim + 
To make thy Numbers equal to thy Theme, 


From Heay'n derive thy Verſe, tg {bc n bel 
'The Chuplels of the Wile, and Hattels of the 


To Heav'n, the Royal ANNA owes, alone, 
The Virtues which adorn and guard Her Throne; 
Thence is Her Juſtice Wretches to redrels, 

Theace is Her Mercy and Her Love of Peace; 
Thence is Her Pow r, Her Scepter uncontrol'd 

To bend the Stubborn, and repreſs the Bold, 
Her peaceful Arts, fierce Factions to aſſwage, 

To heal their Breaches and to ſooth their Rage; 
Thence is that happy Prudence, which preſides 
In each Deſign, and ev'ry Action guides; 

Thence is She taught Her ſhining Court to Grace, 
And fix the Worthieſt in the worthieſt Place, 

To truſt at home GODOLPHIN's watchful Care, 
And b 85 URCHILL forth to War. 
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ata 


Ariſe ye Nations reſeuid by Her i 
Freed from the Bondage of a Foreign Lord, 
Ariſe, and join the Heroine to Bleſs, 
Behold She ſends to fave you from Diſtreſs; 
Rich is the Royal Bounty She beſtows, 
Tis Plenty, Peace, and Safety from your Foes. 
And thou Iberia! rouz'd at length, diſdain 
SY Wear en enſlav d the Gallick Tyrant's Chain. For 
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For ſee! the Briteh Genius comes, to cher 

Thy faintifig Sons, and kindle em to War, 

With Her own. glorious Fires their Souls She warms, 
And bids em burn for Liberty and Arms. 

Unhappy Land! the Formoſt once in Fame, 


Once lifting to the Stars thy Noble Name, 


In Arts excelling, and in Arms ſevere; ' 


The Weſtern Kingdoms Envy and their Fear. 


Where is thy Pride thy conſcious Honour own, 
Thy ancient Valour and thy firſt Renown? 

How art thou ſunk among the Nations now! 
How haſt thou taught thy haughty Neck to bow, 


And dropt the Warriors Wreath inglorious from thy Brow !. 


Not thus of Old her Valiant Fathers bore 

The Bondage of the unbelieving Moor, 

But oft, alternate, made the Victors yield, 

And prov d their Might in many a well fought Field, 
Bold in Defence of Liberty they ſtood, 

And doubly dy d their Croſs in Mooriſh Blood; 

Then in Heroick Arms their Knights-excell'd, 

The Tyrant then and Gyant then they quelfd. 
Then ev'ry nobler Thought their Minds did move, 
And thoſe, who fought for Freedom, ſigh'd for Loves 
Like one, thoſe ſacred Flames, united live, 


At once they Languiſh, and at once Revive, 
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Alike they ſhun the Coward and the Slave, 
And bleſs the Free, the Virtuous, and the Brave. 
Nor frown ye Fair, nor think my Verſe untrue; [ 
Tho' we diſdain that Man ſhould Man Subdue, 
Yet all the Free-born Race are Slaves alike to you. 


Yet once again that Glory to Reſtore 4. q 

| The Britons {eek the Celtiberian Shore. PIT Fg | 
| | With ecchoing Peals, at 4 N NA's high Cant" 4 | 
iy Their Naval Thunder wakes the drowzy Land; . 

High at their Head, Herias promisd Lord, 
Young Charles of Auſtria, waves his ſhining Sword; 


His youthful Veins with Hopes of Empire glow, 
Swell his bold Heart, and urge him on the Foe, 
With Joy he reads, in ev'ry Warrior's Face, 

Some happy Omen of a ſure Succeſs; 


Then leaps exulting on the Hoſtile Strand, | 
| And thinks the deſtin'd Scepter in his Hand. | 


Nor Fate denies, what firſt his Wiſhes name, 
Proud Barcelona owns his juſter Claim, ; 
With the firſt Laurel binds his youthful Brows, ; 
And Pledge of future Crownsthe mural: Wreath beſtows. 
But ſoon, the Equal of his youthful Years, 
Philip of Bourbon's haughty Line, appears; 
Like Hopes attend his Birth, like Glories grace, 
(It Glory can be in a Tyrant's Race) 


o 
„ 2 10 teat * man 28 I 
A * > LR 4 8822 — ' 5 „ 1 ro ono en Free — 6 —— — — — 


Till fored at length, di 


— 
on * a 
= * * wr a.” p — > 1 . 442 18 . 6 
— . 1 1 8 4 bs Z.-4, ts 9 4 - . of 8 * 
_ = E * 2 % TE > * . 2 2 2 4 226 . 4 
* * 4 4 K hi 1 w 2 _ 1 * — «4 . * 1 * 


[5] 


In Numbers proud, he threats no more from far, 


But nearer draws the black impending War ; 


He views his Hoſt, then ſcorns the Rebel Town, 
And dooms to certain Death the Rival of his Crown: 


No Fame and Empire, all the Nobler Spoils 


'That urge the Hero, and reward his Toils, 
Plac d in their View, alike their Hopes engage, 


And fire their Breaſts with more than Mortal Rage. 
Not lawleſs Loyez. not Vengeance, nor Deſpair, | 1 
So daring fierce, untam d, and furious are,. + - 3 
As when Ambition prompts the Great to War, w 
As youthful Kings, when ſtriving for Renown - - 
They prove their Might in Arms, and Combat foraCrown. 


Hard was the cruel Strife, and doubtful long "77 
Betwixt the Chiefs ſuſpended Conqueſt hun; 
diſdaining much, to yield, 
Charles to his Rival quits the fatal Field. 1 
Numbers and Fortune oer his Right prevail, d 
And evn the Britiſo Valour ſeems to fail 
And yet they fail'd not all. In that Extream, 


Conſcious of Virtue, Liberty, and Fame, 


They vow the youthful Monarch's Fate to ſhare, 
Above Diſtreſs, unconquer'd by Deſpair, 
Still to defend the Town, and animate the War. 


— — 
- Sg. 


Were by the Tyrrhene Aid at length releas'd; 


[6] 

But lo! when ev'ry better Hope was paſt, 
When ev'ry Day of Danger ſeem'd their laſt, t.. 
Far, on the diſtant Ocean, they ſurvey, 
Where a Proud Navy plows its watry Way: 
Nor long they doubted, but with Joy deſcry, 
Upon the Chief's tall Top-Maſts waving high, 
The Britiſh Croſs and Belgich Lion fly. | | 
Loud, with tumultuous Clamour, loud they reer 
Their Cries of Extacy, and rend the Air, 
In Peals on Peals the Shouts Triumphal riſe, _ ... 
Spread ſwift, and rattle thro' the ſpacious Skies; 
While from below, old Ocean groans profound, 
The Walls, the Rocks, the Shores repel the Sound, 
Ring with the deaf ning Shock, andthunder all around. 
Such was the Joy the 7. rojan Youth expreſs d, 
Who by the fierce Rutilian's Siege diftreſsd, 
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When young Aſcanins, then in Arms firſt try'd, 
Numbers and evry other Want ſupply'd, 

And haughty Turnus from his Walls defy'd; 
Saved in the Town an Empire yet to come, | A 
And fix'd the r of his linperiaÞ Rome. oF; 


But oh! what Verſe what Numbers ſhall reveal 
Thoſe Pangs of Rage and Grief the Vanquiſhd er 


Who ſhalt Retreating Phils ps Shame impart, 
And tel! the Anguiſh of his lab'ring Heart What 
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What Paint, what ſpeaking Pencil ſhall expreſs 
The blended Paſſions ſtriving in his Face! 


Hate, Indignation, Courage, Pride, Remorſe; 
With Thoughts of Glory paſt; the Loſer's greateſt Curſe. 


Fatal Ambition! fay what wond'rous Charms 
Delude Mankind to toil for thee in Arms: 


When all thy Spoils, thy Wreaths in Battel won, 


The Pride of Pow'r, and Glory of a Crown; 
When all War gives, when all the Great can gains 
Ev'n * whole Pleaſure, pays not half "or Pain; 


Al hail! ye ſofter * Arts of Peace, 
Secur'd from Harms and bleſt with Learned Eaſe; 
In Battels, Blood, and Perils hard, unskill'd, 
Which haunt the Warrior in the fatal Field; 
But cheif, thee Goddeſs Muſe! my Verſe wou'd raiſe 
And to thy own ſoft Numbers tune thy Praiſe; 
Happy the Youth 1nipir'd, beneath thy Shade, 

Thy verdant, ever-living Laurels laid! 

There ſafe, no Pleaſures, there no Pains they know, 
But thoſe which from thy Sacred Raptures flow, 
Nor wiſh for Crowns, but what thy Groves beſtow. 
Me, Nymph Divine! nor ſcorn my humble Pray r, 


Receive unworthy, to thy kinder Care, 


Doom'd to a gentler, . tho' more lowly, Fate. 
Nor wiſhing once, nor knowing to be Great, Me, 
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Or to be Slaves or Free alike prepar d, 
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Me, to thy peaceful Haunts, inglorious brings 
Where ſecret thy Celeſtial Siſters Sing 
250 * their Sacred Hill, and ſweet ben Spring 


But Nobler Thoughts the Victor "pt imploy, 
And raiſe his Heart with high Triumphant Joy; 
From hence a better Courſe of Time rolls on, 
And whiter Days ſucceſſive ſeen to run 
From hence his kinder Fortune ſeems to date 
The Riſing Glories of his future State, 
From hence! — But oh! too ſoon the Hero mourns 
His Hopes deceiv d, and War's inconſtant Turns. 

In vain, his ecchoing Trumpets loud Alarms, 
Provoke the cold Jherian Lords to Arms 
Careleſs of Fame, as of their Monarch's Fate, 
In ſullen Sloth ſupinely Proud _ rial > i 


And truſting Heav'n was bound to be NA POR 
Untouch'd with Shame, the Noble Strife beheld, 
Nor once eſſay d to ſtruggle to the Field; 
But ſought, in the cool Shade, and Rural Seat, 


An unmoleſted Eaſe, and calm Retreat, 


Saw each contending Prince's Arms advance, 

Then with a lazy dull Indifference, _ + 

Turn'd to their Reſt, and left the World t to "TW 
So when, commanded by the Wife of Joe, 
Thaumantian tris left the Realms above And 
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And ſwift deſcending on her painted Bow, 
Sought the dull God of Sleep in Shades below; 
Nodding and flow, his drowzy Head he rear d, 
And heavily the ſacred Meſſage heard; 

Then with a Yawn at once forgot the Pain, 

And ſunk to his firſt Sloth and Indolence again. 


But oh, my Muſe! th'ungrateful Toil forſake, 
Some Task more pleaſing to thy Numbers take, 
Nor chuſe, in melancholy Strains to tell, 
Each harder Chance the juſter Cauſe befel. 

Oh rather turn, auſpicious turn thy Flight, 
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Where MArRLBoOROUGH's Heroick Arms invite, 
Where higheſt Deeds the Poet's Breaſt inſpire 
With Rage divine, and fan the ſacred Fire. 

See! where at once Ramillias Noble Field, 

Ten Thouſand Themes for living Verſe ſhall yield. 
See! where at once, the dreadful Objects riſe, 
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At once they ſpread before my wondring Eyes, 
And ſhock my lab ring Soul with vaſt Surprize; 

At once the wide extended Battels move, 

At once they join, at once their Fate they prove. 

The Roar aſcends promiſcuous; Groans and Cries, 
The Drums, the Cannons burſt, the Shout, . 
One Univerſal Anarchy of Noiſe. 


One Din confus'd, ſound mixt and loſt in Sound 
Ecchoss to all the frighted Cities round. 
D Thick 
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Thick Duſt and Smoak in wavy Clouds ariſe, 
Stain the bright Day and taint the purer Skies; 


— 


While flaſhing Flames like Light'ning dart between, 


And fill the Horror of the fatal Scene. 

Around the Field, all dy'd in purple Foam, 
Hate, Fury, and inſatiate Slaughter roam, 
Diſcord with Pleaſure o'er the Ruin treads, 


And laughing wraps her in her tatter d Weeds, 

While fierce Bellona thunders in her Car, 

Shakes terrible her ſteely Whip from far, 

And with-new Rage revives the fainting War. 1 
So when two Currents rapid in their Courſe 

Ruſh to a Point, and meet with equal Force, 


Daſhing aloft, the foaming Surges fly, 


The angry Billows rear their Heads on high, | 


And riſing cloud the Air with miſty Spry; 3 


The raging Flood 1s heard from far to roar, 

By liſrning Shepherds on the diſtant Shoar, 

While much they fear, what Ils it ſhould portend, 
And wonder why the watry Gods contend, 


High in the midſt, Britanma's warlike Be... 


| Too greatly bold, and prodigal of Life, 


Is ſeen to preſs where Death and Dangers call, 


Where the War bleeds and where the thickeſt fall, 


He flies, and drives confusd the fainting Gaul. 3 
Like 


Tir 1 
Like Heat, diffus'd his great Example warms, 
And animates the Social Warriors Arms, 
Inflames each colder Heart, confirms the Bold, 


Makes the Young Hero's, and renews the Old. 

In Forms Divine around him watchful wait, 

The Guardian Genit of the Br1tiſh State, 

Juſtice and Truth his Steps unerring guide, 

And faithful Loyalty defends his Side, 

Prudence and Fortitude their MARLEBRO guard, 
And pleaſing Liberty his Labours chear'd, 

But chief, the Angel of his Queen was there, 
The Union Croſs his Silver Sheild did bear, 

And in his decent Hand he ſhook a Warlike Spear. 
While Victory Celeſtial ſoars above, 

Plum d like the Eagle of Imperial Jove, 

Hangs oer the Chief, whom ſhe delights to bleſs, 
And ever arms his Sword with ſure Succeſs, 


. 


Dooms him the proud Oppreſſor to deſtroy, 
I)hen waves her Palm, and claps her Wings for joy. 
9 Such was young Ammon on Arbela's Plain, 
3 Or ſuch the * Painter did the Hero feign, Te Br: 
Where, ruſhing on, and fierce, he ſeems to ride, 1 
With graceful Ardor, and majeſtick Pride, 1 
With all the Gods of Greece and Fortune on his Side. | 


Nor long Bavaria's haughty Prince, in vain 
Labours the Fight unequal to maintain. He 
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He ſees tis doom d his fatal Friend the Gau 
Shall ſhare the Shame, and in one Ruin fall, 
Flies from the Foe too oft in Battel try d, 


And Heav'n contending: on the Victor's Side; 


Then mourns his raſh Ambition's Crime too late, , 
And yields reluctant to the Force of Fate. a RE 
So when A-neas, thro' Night's gloomy Shade, | | ; 
The Dreadful Forms of Hoſtile Gods ſurvey d, [ / 
Hopeleſs he left the burning Town and fled, 5 0 


Saw etwas in vain to prop declining Troy, 
Or fave what Heavn had deſtin'd to deſtroy. 


What vaſt Reward O Europe, thalt thou pay, 
To him who fav'd thee on this Glorious Day! - 


Bleſs him ye grateful Nations where he goes, 9 
And heap the Victor's Laurel on his Brows. | 
In ev'ry Land in ev'ry City treed, e 


Let the proud Column rear its Marble Head. ſ 
To MARLEZOROUVOH and Liberty decreed, 

Rich with his Wars triumphal Arches raiſe, 
To teach your wondring Sons the Hero's Praiſe; j 
To him your skiltul Bards their Verſe ſhall bring, . 
For him the tuneful Voice be taught to ſing, 4 
The breathing Pipe ſhall ſwell, ſhall ſoundthe trem bling String 


Oh happy thou! where Peace for ever ſmiles 
HBritannia! nobleſt of he Occan's Iſles, -; - <6: 1 
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Fair Queen! who doſt amidſt thy Waters reign, 

And ſtretch thy Empire o'er the fartheſt Main, 

What Tranſports, in thy Parent Boſom roll'd, 

When Fame at firſt the pleaſing Story told! 

How didſt thou lift thy Tow'ry Front on high! 

Not meanly Conſcious of a Mother's Joy; 

Proud of thy Son as Crete was of her Joe, | 

How wert thou pleas d Heay'n did thy Choice approve, +. 

And fixt Succeſs where thou hadſt fixt thy Love. l. 

How with Regret his Abſence didſt thou mourn ! 

How with Impatience wait his wiſht Return! 

How were the Winds accusd for his Delay ? 
. 
| 


How didſt thou chide the Gods who rule thy Sea, 
And charge the Mercid Nymphs to watt him on his Way! | 


At len oth he comes, he ceaſes from his Toll, 
Like Kings of Old returning from the Spoil; 
To Britam and his Queen for ever dear; 


He comes their Joy and grateful Thanks to ſhare : 


Lowly he kneels before the Royal Seat, 

And lays his proudeſt Wreaths at ANN A's Feet. 
While form'd alike for Labours or for Eaſe, 

In Camps to Thunder, or in Courts to pleaſe, 
Britain's bright Nymphs make MARLBOROUGH theirCare, 


In all his Dangers all his Triumphs ſhare. | 


Conqu ring he lends the well-pleas'd Fair new Grace, 
And adds treſh Luſtre to each beauteous Face on 
E. 


Britain 


Britain preſervd by his Victorious Arms, 


Look weeping back and fee their Dwellings blaze; 
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: 
With wond'rous Pleaſure each fair Boſom warms, + 
Lightens in all their Eyes, and doubles all their Charms. | 
Ev'n his own Sunderland, in Beauty's Store 

| 


So Rich, ſhe ſeem'd incapable of more, 
Now ſhines with Graces never known before; 


Fierce with tranſporting Joy the ſeems to burn, 

And each ſoft Feature takes a ſprightly Turn ; 

New Flames are ſeen to ſparkle in her Eyes, 

And on her blooming Cheeks freſh Roſes riſe; 

The pleaſing Paſſion heightens each bright Hew, 
And ſeems to touch the finiſh'd Piece anew, 
Improves what Nature's bounteous Hand had giv'n, 


And mends the faireſt Workmanſhip of Heav'n. 


Nor Joy like this in Courts is only tound, 
But ſpreads to all the grateful People round; 
Laborious Hinds inur'd to Rural Toll, 

To tend the Flocks and turn the mellow Soil, 
In homely Guile their honeſt Hearts exprels, 
And bleſs the Warrior who protects their Peace, 
Who keeps the Foe aloof, and drives afar 

The dreadful Ravage of the waſting War. 

No rude Deſtroyer cuts the rip ning Crop, 
Prevents the Harveſt, and deludes their Hope; 
No helpleſs Wretches fly with wild Amaze, 


The 


Ty 
The Victor's Chain no mournful Captives know; 
Nor hear the Threats of the inſulting Foe. 
But Freedom laughs, the fruitful Fields abound, 
The chearful Voice of Mirth is heard to ſound, 
And Plenty doles her various Bounties round. 
The humble Village, and the wealthy Town, 
Conſenting join their Happineſs to own, 8 
What Heav'n and, AV N A's gentleſt Reign afford, 
All, is ſecur d by Marr, BR0's conqu'ring Sword. 


O Sacred, ever Honour d Name! O thou! 
That wert our Greateſt Milliam once below ! 
What Place ſocer thy Virtues now poſleſs 
; Near the bright Source of Everlaſting Bliſs, 
Where-cer Exalted to Etherial Height, 
Radiant with Stars, thou tread'ſt the Fields of Light, 
Thy Seats Divine, thy Heav'n a while forſake, 


And deign thy Britains Triumphs to partake. 
Nor art thou chang'd, but {till thou ſhalt delight, 
To hear the Fortune of the glorious Fight, 
How fail d Oppreſſion, and prevail'd the Right. 
What once below, ſuch ſtill thy Pleaſures are, 
: Europe and Liberty are ſtill thy Care, 
Thy Great, thy Gen'rous, Pure, Immortal Mind., 
Is ever to the Publick Good enclin'd, | 
Is till the Tyrant's Foe, and Patron of Mankind. | 
1 wt WW 7 Behold, 
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Behold, where MARLBOROUGE thy laſt beſt Gift, 
At Parting, to thy Native Belgia left. 
Succeeds to all thy kind Paternal Cares, EY 70 
Thy watchful Counſels, and laborious Wars; 
Like thee, extends his great aſſiſting Hand, 
And in thy Stead protects the Orphan Land, 
Like thee, aſpires by Virtue to Renown, 


Fights to ſecure an Empire not his own, 


Reaps only Toil himſelf, and gives away a Crown. 
At length thy Pray'r, O Pious Prince! 1s heard, 
Heav'n has, at length, in its own Cauſe appear'd, 
At length Ramillia's Field atones for all 

The faithleſs Breaches of the perjur d Gaul; 

At length a better Age to Man decreed, 
With Truth, with Peace, and Juſtice ſhall ſucceed, + 
Falln are the Proud, and the griev'd World is freed. 


— 
* 


One Triumph yet, my Muſe, remains behind, 
Another Vengeance yet the Gaul ſhall find; 
On Lombard Plains, beyond his Alpine Hills 
Loui the Force of Hoſtile Britain feels; 
Swift to her Friends diſtreſs d her Succours fly, 


And diſtant Wars her Wealthy Sons ſupply; 


From flow unacirve Courts, they gricve to hear 
Eugene a Name to ev'ry Briton dear; 


By tedious languiſhing Delays is held 


Repining, and impatient from the Field, While 


Onwards the moving Legions urge their Way; 


To mark which Way the wary Leader bends; 


Vainly i in Wars myilerious Rules is Wile, 
Lurks where tall Woods and thickeſt Coverts rige 
And meanly hopes a Conqueſt from Surprize. 


ay 1 
While factious Stateſmen riot in Exceſs, 
And lazy Prieſts whole Provinces poſſeſs, 

Of unregarded Wants the Brave complain, 
And the ſtarvd Soldier ſues for Bread in vain; 
At once with gen'rous Indignation warm, 


Britain the Treaſure ſends, and bids the Hero Ark 12 


Strait eager to the Field, he ſpeeds away, 

There Vows the Victor Gaul ſhall dear repay 
The Spoils of Calcinato's fatal Day; qv 
Chear'd by the Preſence of the Chief they love, 


Once more their Fate the Warriors long to prove; 


Reviv'd, each Soldier lifts his drooping Head, 
Forgets his Wounds, and calls him on to _ 
Again their Creſts the German Eagles rear, 


Stretch their Broad Wings, and Fan the Latian Adds: 


Greedy for Battel and the Prey they call, 
And point Great Eugene Thunder on the Gaul, 
The Cheif Commands, and ſoon in dread Array 


With hardy Marches and ſucceſsful Haſte, 
Oer ev'ry Barrier Fortunate they paſs d, 
Which Nature or the skilful Foe had ad. 
The Foe in vain with Gallick Arts attends, 


F 
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And fiery Show'rs the goodly Town Invade, 


[18 ] 
Now with ſwift Horſe the Plain around em beats 
And oft Advances, and as oft Retreats ; 
Now fix'd to wait the coming Force, he ſeems 
Secur'd by ſteepy Banks and rapid Streams; 
While River-Gods in vain Exhauſt their Store, 
From plenteous Urns the guſhing Torrents pour, 
Riſe o'er their utmoſt Margins to the Plain, 
And ſtrive to ſtay the Warrior's Haſte in vain; 
Alike they paſs the Plain and cloſer Wood, 


Explore the Ford and tempt the ſwelling Flood, 
Unſhaken ſtill purſue their Steadfaſt Courſe, 


But anxious Thoughts Sowoy s Great Prince infeft, 
And roll ill- -boding 1n his Careful Breaſt; 
Oft he revolves the Ruins of the Great, 
And ſadly thinks on loſt Bavaria's Fate, 
The hapleſs Mark of Forrune's cruel Sport, 
An Exile meanly forcd to beg Support, 
From the ſlow Bounties of a Foreign Court. 
Forc'd from his loyd Turin, his laſt Retreat, 
His Glory once and Empire's ancient Seat, 
He ſees from far where wide Deſtructions ſpread, 


| 
| 


Then turns to mourn in vain his ruin'd State, 


And curſe the unrelenting Tyrant's Hate. 


And where they want their n they find it or they force. 


But Great Eugene prevents his eyry Fear, 
He had reſolv'd it, and he would be there; 
Not Danger, Toll, the tedious weary Way, 
Not all the Gallick Pow'rs his promis'd Aid delay. 
Like Truth it ſelf unknowing how to fail, 

He ſcorn'd to doubt, and knew he muſt prevail 
Thus ever certain does the Sun appear, 


Bound by the Law of Jou s Eternal Year; 


Thus conſtant to his Courſe (ets out at Morn, 
Round the wide World in twice Twelve Hours is born, 


And to a Moment keeps his fix d Return. 


— — — 


Their Friendly Succour for the Brave prepare, 


And on the F oe united bend the War. 


Strait to the Town the Heroes turn their Care, 
J 


Oer the ſteep Trench and Ramparts guarded Height, 
At once they ruſh and drive the Rapid Fight ; 

With idle Arms the Gallick Legjons ſeem 
To ſtem the Rage of the reſiſtleſs Stream, 
At once it bears em down, at once they yield, 


Headlong are puſh'd and ſwept along the Field; 


Reſiſtance ceaſes and 'tis War no more, 


At once the Vanquiſh'd own the Victors Pow'r; 


Throughout the Field, where-eer they turn their Sight, 
'Tis all or Conqueſt or Inglorious Flight; 
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Swift to their reſcu'd F riends their Joys they bear, ö 


With Life and Liberty at once they Chear, Lt 
And fave 'em in the Moment of Deſpair. 


So timely to the Aid of ſinking Rome, 
With active Haſte did Great Camillus come; 
So to the Capitol he forc'd his Way, | 
So from the Proud Barbarians ſnatch'd the Prey, 
And ſay 'd his Country 1 in one Signal Day. 


— 


From impious Arms at length O Louis ceaſe! 
And leave at length the lab'ring World in Peace, 
Leſt Heavn diſcloſe ſome yet more Fatal Scene, 


Fatal beyond Ramillia or Turin ; 


Leſt from thy Hand thou ſee thy Scepter torn, 
And humbled in the Duſt thy Lofles mourn; 
Leſt urgd at length thy own repining Slave, | 
Tho' fond of Burthens, and in Bondage brave, 

Purſue thy Hoary Head with Curſes to the Grave. | 


\ 
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